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One 


Author's Notes: 
This is Slash's point of view. 


| lifted a strand of his hair and stared at it through the sun, and it caught on fire. He wasn't awake yet, his 
eyes closed, eyelashes resting on pale cheeks, his breathing deep and easy. The covers pooled at his waist and | 
could see the pale skin of his chest, the silver gleam of his nipple ring. Axl. He was naked beneath the covers, | 


knew this, and so was |. | leaned over and kissed his cheek and he didn't even stir. 


| had never met anyone as volatile as he was, as moody and emotional and explosive. | was drawn to it, drawn 


to that crackle of energy that was around him. 
‘| love you, Axl," | whispered in his ear, but he was asleep. He couldn't hear me. 


When the rest of the band was around we pretended that nothing was going on, and maybe for him nothing 


was. Maybe we just hooked up, and | knew | wasn't the only hook up he had. He was hungry for it, for any 
sexual experience, and he went after it and | watched him, trying to blink back the water in my eyes. | watched 
him kiss girls up against the flimsy dressing room walls, | watched him go down on guys in the sleazy 
bathrooms of clubs and bars. At parties and at bars | was just silently there next to him, leaning against his 
leg and sitting on the floor at parties, sitting next to him and leaning against him in the booths at Denny's and 
diners. On stage | was never far from him, waiting for that moment | could capture him and lean into him 
while the guitar wailed, and | felt infused in the music but also above it, detached somehow, my fingers 
knowing what to do and | drank Axl in behind my sunglasses, the long hair getting stringy with his sweat, the 
make-up that ran in blue and purple streaks down his flawless cheeks, the way the string of the thong 
disappeared between the round cheeks of his ass. 


Sometimes, in the dark nights at the small rehearsal space that we had to sleep in out of necessity, 
sometimes if he was drunk enough he'd give in to my seductive stares and crawl up next to me and let me 
caress his soft smooth skin and the bones beneath. He let me kiss him with an open mouth, my tongue seeking 
his, twisting up with it and flicking away. | could always taste the soda he drank and the cigarettes he smoked, 
the two flavors balancing each other, sweet and sour. | nuzzle and nip at his neck and tell him | loved him, but 


he would never say it back. 


It didn't matter if he was hooking up with a girl or a guy, if it wasn't me | felt a deep chasm in the center of 
my chest, a deep emptiness that nothing could fill. | could watch because Axl wasn't private and didn't care if 
you saw him fucking some chick or getting fucked by some guy, he didn't care about anything, didn't care if 

you saw him out of control. He was so often out of control, his face contorted in anger, his eyes narrowed to 


slits. 


| couldn't say anything, | didn't own him, we weren't even..anything. We were officially band mates and friends, 
and our hook ups on the side weren't anything, at least in his eyes. So | would sit in a corner with my knees 


drawn up to my chest and my dark curls obscuring my eyes while he fucked, or was fucked by, someone else. 


| watched him now, as the darkness outside inched toward the pink dawn. He was face down on the old 
mattress, his cheek pressed hard against the faded sheet. | could hear the others outside this room, still 
drunk, still going full force close to dawn. The guy behind him wasn't anyone | recognized, but he was from the 
scene. He held Axl down with one hand and reached underneath him to fondle him before just shoving it in, | 
guessed. Axl's green eyes, half shut with lust and want and desire, focused on me for a second and our gazes 
locked, and | wanted to tell him not to do this, not to be with anyone but me, this guy didn't care about him. 
He half smiled at me before something the guy did to him made him wince and squeeze his eyes shut in pain 


I'd never hurt you, | thought. 


